MORNING

IT should be unnecessary to say that the King was an
early riser. An ability to get up early in the morning is
one of the virtues with which no fairy godmother ever
fails to endow a royal infant. By nine o'clock he had
been for an hour's ride with Captain Paul Drimys, his
favourite A.D.C., had dictated a number of letters to his
private secretary, had received the head of the secret
police, had read a report of the previous day's under-
ground activity among the French and English agents
and the leaders of the political opposition, had discussed
with the Chief of his General Staff an appreciation of the
allied position at Salonica, and had eaten, surrounded by
his family, an excellent breakfast. Sitting there in his
plainly furnished study on this morning in the midway
of the war, he showed no sign of any anxiety about the
future; he was at this date still profoundly certain that
the war would end if not in a sweeping victory for the
Germans, at least in a draw in their favour. The many
photographs in his study of female relatives all many years
behind the fashion, of male relatives mostly in uniform
and so less obviously out of date5 were not more tranquil
than he.

It is a tribute to the hardy discipline of the Prussian
army that Major Ernst von Rangel was able to face this
exalted presence at nine o'clock in the morning without
the least suggestion of the night before. Nobody who had
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